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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

With faith's disdain for The Day's demands, — 

A Titan self-made by his masterful mold, 

Who has fused into copper the meaning of gold, 

All the truth he could scan, 

All his ardor innate ; 

Breathed his soul in each stone; poured his heart in each 

clod, — 
A man, 
Who stands shoulder to shoulder with Fate. 

Out of bronze and marble and clay, formless, cold, 
One man has given death the lie ! 



STAR-MAGIC 

Though your beauty be a flower 
Of unimagined loveliness, 
It cannot lure me tonight ; 
For I am all spirit. 

As in the billowy oleander, 

Full-bloomed, 

Each blossom is all but lost 

In the next — 

One flame in a glow 

Of green-veined rhodonite ; 
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Poems 



So is heaven a crystal magnificence 

Of stars, 

Powdered lightly with blue. 

For this one night 

My spirit has turned honey-moth, 

And has made of the stars 

Its flowers. 

So all uncountable are the stars 
That heaven shimmers as a web, 
Bursting with light 
From beyond, 
A light exquisite, 
Immeasurable ! 

For this one night 

My spirit has dared, and been caught 

In the web of the stars. 

Though your beauty were a net 
Of unimagined power, 
It could not hold me tonight ; 
For I am all spirit. 

Richard Butler Glaenzer. 
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